Caryatid

which she has mingled her blood with that of man. For, as a rule,
nature is inimical or casual to our laws, but, here, such knowledge
of them is exhibited as only the most human of mortal beings
could possess. Her breasts are in affirmation of feminine softness,
for below them, her waist swells into bodily and nearly masculine
roundness. Like every wonderful invention this is at once big and
small. It is firm and of substance, and following round its shape,
like a statue you can turn about in your hands, it surprises, now,
by its neat srnallness, its vulnerable littleness. The legs of this
statue are in canonic proportion to her waist. Each is a separate
individual, a twin entity posed in magical communion with her
sister. They are impeccable from every angle, until a fresh turn
of the caryatid builds a new harmony from the assonance or
dissonance of their curves. In midst of this, the joints of her
knees make the pause or articulation of their beauty, which begins
again here, where is generally the height to which they can be
admired. Their line of beauty descends down out of the revela-
tion of those fuller delights into her ankles, which arch into a
dancer's instep, ending in the reddened nails that make you look
up at her hands. And, now, this triple statue, this caryatid, or
goddess, stands naked and entire, reaching to your shoulders.

In metamorphosis, her pale skin that was only fiery in the south
and that, like moonlight, had no warmth and only an echoed light
as in a mirror, or upon the water, will be changed for the authen-
tic saffron, the smoky undertone of heat. This, like a salamander,
lies in the very fire, on the midday beach, or on the burning
boards. The hot sands are her background, or the deck that has
no awning. But, besides this sunning of her limbs and body, her
changeable and sultry temperament allies her to the solstice. It
is a climate, though, that never thunders. Like those lands on the
Equator it is cold without the sun. And this has the amenity that
she is animal, and not an empty husk or shell. This is inhabited.
It can suffer and give pain. But her unhappiness was part discon-
tent, and this only made the finish or augmentation to her physical
beauty. For it exactly suited the provocation of her looks, her
sullen colour, and her red, red lips. This was the mould of defence
or attack into which the molten metal had been poured. It was her
temperament to be taken in a storm; or lazy and sulky, pretending
not to care, in revenge, perhaps, for some failure with another.
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